THE FEW WHO SAVED THE MANY
Past' has followed. We see, at times, the white
vapour in the sky when air battles are taking place at
great altitudes, or when our fighters are chasing the
enemy fighters back to the cliffs of the Channel. Our
hearts are thrilled at the sight. Who can do them
justice, these young champions of civilisation? Some
day, perhaps, a great poet or dramatist will tell
their story worthily; the story of this happy band of
brothers, of these new and swifter Riders to the Sea.
It is to us, too, the dwellers around London, that
what they have done for us all, the many, comes
home especially. We know that they have turned
back many a raid before it could reach our homes*
We can appreciate the truth of what a squadron
leader, a Canadian, said in a broadcast to Canada on
December 23. He told how a raid was stopped on
September 27, when, in his words, ewe slapped down
more than a hundred of Goring's Luftwaffe* 'We
saw hordes of German bombers and escorting fighters
coming in over Kent,5 he said. cAs Royal Air Force
fighters got stuck in them, you could see them falling
away, plunging down with smoke pouring from
them. It almost seemed that there was an invisible
barrier over a certain part of Kent and that as soon
as the bombers reached it large numbers of them
suddenly began pouring out smoke and going down.
It was an amazing sight and if I hadn't seen it hap-
pen I would never have believed it.3
A gallant company they are, these men who have
ranged the skies of southern England, and they are
gathered from all the quarters of the world. Perhaps
nothing is more remarkable in the story of the Battle
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